The Sign of the Golden Shoe

Then, out of the hubbub and the clash of tongues,
The bawdy tales and scraps of balladry,
(As out of chaos rose the slow round world)
At last, though for the Mermaid Inn alone.
Emerged some tragic semblance of a soul,
Some semblance of the rounded truth, a world
Glimpsed only through great mists of blood and

tears,

Yet smitten, here and there, with dreadful light,
As I believe, fiom heaven.

Strangely enough,

(Though Ben forgot his pipe and Will's deep pycs
Deepened and softened, when they spoke of Kit,
For many a month thereafter) it was Nash
That took the blow like steel into his hrnrt.
Nash, our "Piers Penniless" whom Hob Omne

had called

" Young Juvunal," the fir^t satirist of our age,
Nash, of the biting tongue and subtle sneer,
Brooded upon it, till his grief became
Sharp as a rapier, ready to lunge in hate
At all the lies of shallower hearts.

One night,

The night he raised the mists from that wild world*
He talked with Chapman in the Mermaid Inn
Of Marlowe's poem that was left half-sung,
His Hew and Leandtr,

" Kit desired,

If he died first, that you should finish it,"
Said Nash*

A loaded silence filled the room
As with the imminent spirit of the dead
Listening.   And long that picture haunted me:
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